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y^^txLittincelet. 

Ga^. Your worfhi^s friend, and fir, 

Ldn. But i pray ydu ergo oldc man, ergo Ibefcech you, talke 
you of yong 

Ce(>, Of Lmcelet an t. pleafc your mafterfhip. 

Lan, Srgo fliafter Laneelety talke not of inaiftcr Lawelet Fa- 
ther ; for the yong Gentleman according to fates and dcftinics, 
and fuch odd fayjngs, the lifters three, and fuch braunches of 
learning, is indeed dcccafcd,or as you would fay in plain terms, 
gone toheauen. 

Gob. Marry God forbid, the boy was the veric ftaffc of my 


age,my very prop. 

Do I lookc like a cudgcll or a houell pofte, aftaffc, 
or a prop : do you know me Father. 

Gob. A lacke the day, I know you not yong Gentleman, but 
Ipray you tell mcc, is my boy (GOD reft his foule) aliue or 
dead. . 

Lance. Do you not know me Father ? 

Gob. Alacke fir, I am fand blinde, 1 know you not; 

Lan, Nay, in deede if > you had your eyes you might faile of 
the knowing me: it is a wife Father that knowes his own child. 
Well, olde man, I will tell you newes of your fonne, giuc mce 
yourblefling; Trueth will come to light, Murthcr cannot be 
hiddc long, a mans fonne may , but at the length trueth will 
out. , 

Gobbo. Pray you fir Hand vp, I am fure you are not Lamcelet 
my boy. <. ^ 

Lance. Pray you let’s haue no more fooling about it, but 
giue me your blelfing ; I am Lancelot your boy that was, your 
fon that is, your child that ftiall be. 

Gob. I cannot thinke you are my fonne; 

Lance, I know not-vyhat I fhall thinke of that,but I am Lan- 
celet the lews man, and I am i\xxt Margery your wife is my mo- 
ther. 

Gob. Her name is Margery indeede, ile be fworne if thou I»e 
Lmcelet, thou art mine o wnc flelb and blood ; Lord worfhipt 


the ^^\/£erchmt of Venice^ 

n^iohthebe whatabeard haft thou got? thou haft gotmore 
haire on thy chin, thcii Dobbin my pilhorfe has on his tale. 

La» It^fhould feeme then that Dobbins taile groweslack- 
ward.I amfurc hehad more,haireof his tayle then I haue ofmy 

^^'^Sl'^Lmdhow art thou chang’d : how doeft thou and thy 
Maftera^^reeflhaue broughthim aprefent; how agree you 


Lrfwe. Well, well,but for mine owne partjas I haue fet vp ny 
reft to runne away, fol will not reft till I haue run fome g^oundj 
My mafter’s a very lew, giuc him a prcfent,giue him a halter, 1 
am familhtin his fcruice.You may tell euery finger I haue vvith 
my ribs : Father I am glad you arc come, giue me your prelent 
to one Matter Baff'anio, who indeed giues rare new Iiucnes, 
ferue not him, I will runne as farre as God has any ground , O 
rare fortun e,here comcs.thc man, to him Father, for i am a lew 


• ^ J 


Enter Bajfanio with a follower or two. 

Bajf. You may doe fo, but let it be fo hafted that fuppet be 
ready at the fartheft by fine of the clockc ; fee thefe Letters de- 
liuercd,put the Lyucries to making, and defire Gratiano to come 
anon to my lodging; 

Exit one of his men, 

Lance, T o him Father. 

Ge)^.God bleffe your Worfliip. 

Gramercy,wouldft thou ought with me ? - 

Gc^.Here’s my fonne fir,apoore boy. 

L;*««.Not a poore boy fir,but the rich lewes man that wold 
fir,as ray father fhall fpecific. 

^fl^.He hath a great infedlion fir, as- one would fay to ferue. 

L^we.Indced the Ibort and thelbng is, I fettle the lew, and 
haue a defire as my Father fhall fpecific. 

Gob.Wxs Matter and he (fauingyouV worftiips reucrencc}are 
fcarfccatercofins, , - ,--j ■ 
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